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Gn POVERTY 


tt. 


onde} O 11! on Earth we tim'rous Mortals fly 


þ \ 4 
Wer HEN! 
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On every other Evil blindly run. 


8 For fear of thee diſlruſtful Niggards 
In tatter'd Rigs, and ſtarve their Bodies too, 
And ſtill are poor, for fear of being fo. 
For fear of thee, the cheating Trader vows, 
His Wares are good, although his Conſcience knows, 
He has employ'd his utmoſt SUI] and Care, 
To hide their Faults, and make their Beauties glare. 


4 2 


Wich ſo much Dread as abject Poverty; 


* B| 3 
il I O deſpicable Name] We thee to ſhun, 
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The Sailer terrify'd with 'Thoughts of thee, 
Boldly attempts the Dangers of the Sea; 
From Ealt to Weit, &'er Rocks and Quickſands ſteers; 
"Tis Poverty, and that alone, he fears; 
The Soldier too, whom nought but thee can ſcare, 
In hopes of Pander bravely meets the War; 
To fly from Povei TY he runs on Dea ath, 
And ſhews he prizes Riches more than Breath. 
Strange Terror of Mankind! By thee milled, 
Not Conſcience, Quickſands, Rocks, or Death they dread ! 
And yet thou art no formidable Foe, 
Except to little Souls, who think thee ſo: 
ho through the Glaſs of Prejudice ſurvey 


Thy Face, a thoutand frightful. Forms diſplay. 


Thus Men, at N:ght, in cooliſh Fears grown old, 
Who mind the Fairy Tales their Nurſes told, 
Start at a Goblin which their Fancy made, 


And for a Spectre often take a Shade. 


Contented Poverty's no diſmal thing, 
Free from the Cares unweildy Riches bring: 
At Diſtance both alike deccive our View; 
Nearer approacl'd, they take another Hue, 
The poor Man's Labour reliſhes his Meat; 
His MoriePs ple: and his Reſt is ſweet : 
Nor fi» the Rich, wio find their vweary'd Taſte 


Fail'd with the Proſpect of the cumb'rous Feaſt ; 


For 


For what they have more than they can enjoy, : 0 


Inſtead of ſatisfying, does but cloy. 


But let us ſlate the Caſe another way: 
Were Poverty ſo hideous as they ſay, G 
"Tis nobler chearfully to bear our Fate, 
Than murmur and repine beneath its Weight. 
That Man deſerves the Praiſe of human Kind, 
| Who bears ill Fortune with a Chriſtian Mind: 
How does his great heroic Soul aſpire 
Above that ſordid Wealth the reſt admire ! 
His nobler Thoughts are fix'd on Things above; 
ni faithful Eyes ſurvey the GOD of Love 
Fold forth the heav'nly Prize, which makes him run A 
His mortal Race, to gain th' immortal Crown. 
Not all the Snares a crafty Dev?! can lay, 
Can intercept or daunt him in his Way. 


Not al the ſcornfel Infults of the Proud, 


Not all the Cenſures ot the grov'ling Crowd, 

Not Poverty, in all her Terrors dreſt, 

Can ſhake the ſolid Quiet of his Breaſt: 

Unmov'd he ſtands againſt the worſt of Foes, 

And mocks the Darts which adverſe Fortune throws, 
Calm and compos'd, amidit or Eaſe or Pain; 


And finds Content, which others ſeek in vain. 


So ſtands a ſteady Rock ſublimely ſteep, 3 


Within the Coz fines of the briny Deep; 


Laſh'd by the foaming Surge on ev'ry Side, 
Yet can't be ſhaken by the ſurious Tide. 
Then 
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Then why ſhould Phantoms diſcompoſe the Mind ; 
Or Woes ſo far from real fright Mankind ? 


Since Wealth can never make the vicious bleſt, 


Nor Poverty ſubdue the virtuous Breaſt; 


Since both from Heav'n's unerring Hand are ſent, 


LORD, give me neither; give me but CONTENT. 


SMSO WED EBV OY ARE I AIYICS 


The Threfher's Labour. To tne Re- 
verend Mr. STANLET. 


H E grateful Tribute of theſe rural Lays, 
Which to her Patron's Hand the Muſe conveys, 

Deign to accept: Tis juſt ſhe Tribute bring 
To him, whoſe Bounty gives her Life to ſing ; 
To Him, whoſe gen'rous Favours tune her Voice ; 
And bid her midſt her Poverty, rejoice. 
Inſpir'd by theſe, ſhe dares herſelf prepare, 4 
To fing the Toils of each revolving Year ; 
Thoſe endleſs Toils which ever grow anew, 
And the poor Thre/er's deſtin'd to purſue : 
Ev'n theſe, with Pleaſure, can the Muſe rehearſe, 


When you and Gratitude command her Verſe. 


Soon as the golden Harveſt quits the Plain, 
And Cr REV Gifts rewards the Farmer's Pain; 
What Corn each Sheaf will yield, intent to hear, 


And gueſs from thence the Profits of the Vear, 


(5 


He calls his Reapers forth: Around we ſtand, 
With deep Attention, waiting his Command. 
To each our Task he readily divides, 


And pointing, to our diff' rent Stations guides. 
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As he directs, to diſtant Barns we go; 

Here two for Wheat, and there for Barley two. 

But firſt, to ſhew what he expects to find, 

Theſe Words, or Words like theſe, diſcloſe his Mind: 


I Tag, > oO YE ID PET. ayer" 19 dere; alpaca v n 


« $0 dry the Corn was carry'd from the Field, 
& Soeaſily *twill threſh, ſo well *twill yield; 
« Sure large Days-works I wel] may hope for now* 


6 Come, ſtrip and try; let's ſee what you can do.” 


Diveſted of our Cloaths, with Flail in Hand, 
At proper Diſtance, Front to Front we ſtand : 
And firſt the Threſhal's gently ſwung, to prove 
Whether with juſt Exactneſs it will move: 
That once ſecure, we ſwiftly whirl them round ; 
From the ſtrong Planks our Crab-tree Staves rebound, 
And echoing Barns return the rattling Sound. 
Now in the Air our knotty Weapons fly, 
And now with equal Force deſcend from high; 
| Down one, one up, ſo well they keep the Time, 
The CycLoys* Hammers could not truer chime ; 
Nor with more heavy Stroks could Ætnua groan, 
When VuLcan forg'd the Arms for TüETISs' Son. 
In Briny Streams our Sweat deſcends apace, 


Props from our Locks, or trickles down our Face. 
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No Intermiſſion in our Work we know; 


The noiſy Threſhal muſt for ever go. 


Their Maſter abſent, others ſafely playz n; 
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The fleeping Threſhal doth itfeif betray, 
Nor yet, the tedious Labour to beguile, 

And make the paſſing Minutes ſweetly ſmile, 
Can we, like Shepherds, teli a merry Tale; 


The Voice is loft, drown'd by the lowder Flail. 


Bat we may think Alas ! what pleaſing thing, 
Eere, to the Mind, can the dull Fancy bring? 
Our Eve >cholts no pleaſing Object here, 

No chearſul Sound diverts our liſt'ning Ear. 
The Shepherd well may tune his Voice to ſing, 
InÞird wich all tie Beauties of the Spring. 

No Fountains murmur here, no Lambkins play, 
No Linnets warble, and no Fields look gay; 
»Tis all a gloomy melancholy Scene, 

Fit only to provoke the Muſe's Spleen. 

When ſooty Peaſe we threſh, you ſcarce can know 
Our native Colour, as from Work we go: 

The Sweat, the Dat, and ſuffocating Smoak, 


Make us fo much like Erhiopiams look, 


We ſcare our Wives, when Ey'ning brings us home; 
And frighted Infants think the Bugbear come. 
Week after Week we this dull Task purſue, 

Unleſs when winn'wing Days produce a new: 
A new, indeed, but frequently a worie ! 


The Threſtal yields but to the Maſter's Curſe. 


He counts the Buſhels, counts how much a Day; 


Then {wears Wie idled half our Time away: 


| \ 
19) $6 
© Why, look ye, Rogues, d'ye think that this will do? 


& Your Neighbours threſh as much again as you.” 


Now in our Hands We wiſh our noiſy Tools, ; 
To drown the hated Names of Rogues and Fools. | | | | 
But wanting theſe, we juſt 1:ke Schoolboys look, | | 
When argry Maſters view the blotted Book : f 
They cry, © their Ink was faulty, and their Pen ; ; 


| 5 i 
We, the Corn threſues bad, 'twas cut too green.” 


But foon as Winter hides his hoary Head, 
And Nature's Face is with new Beauty ſpread ; 
The lovely Spring appears, refreſhing Show'rs | 
New cloath the Field with Graſs, and blooming Flow'rs. 
Next her the rip'ning Summer preſſes on, 
And So begins his longeſt Race to run. 
Before the Door our wont Maſter ſtands 3 
Tells us, the ripen'd Graſs requires our Hands. 
. The grateful Tiding preſently imparts 
Life to our Looks, and Spirits to our Hearts. 


We with the happy Seaſon may be fair; 


And, joyfal, long to breathe in op'ner Air. 
This Change of Labour ſeems to give ſach Eaſe, 
With Thoughts of Happineſs ourſelves we pleaſe. 
But, ah! how rarely's Happineſs complet! 
There's always bitter mingled with the ſweet. 
hen firſt the Lark fings Prologue to the Day, 
We rife, admoniſh'd by his early Lay; 


This new Employ with eager Haſte to prove, 


This new Employ, become ſo much our Love. 


B Alas! 


Alas! that human Joys ſhould change ſo ſoon ! 
Our Morning Pleaſure turns to Pain at Noon, 


The Birds ſalute us as to work we go, 

And with new Life our Boſoms ſeem to glow. 

On our Right Shoulder hangs the crooked Blade, 
The Weapon deſtin'd to uncloath the Mead ; 

Our Leſt ſupports the Whetſtone, Scrip, and Beer ; 
This for our Scythes, and theſe ourſelves to chear. 
And now the Field, deſign'd to try our Might, 

At length appears, and meets our longing Sight. 
The Graſs and Ground we view with careful Eyes, 
To ſee which way the beſt Advantage lies ; 

And, Hero-like, each claims the foremoſt Place, 
At firſt our Labour ſeems a ſportive Race; 

With rapid Force our ſharpen'd Blades we drive. 
Strain ev'ry Nerve, and Blow for Blow we give. 
All ſtrive to vanquiſh, tho' the Victor gains 

No other Glory, but the greateſt Pains. 


But when the ſcorching Sun is mounted high, 
And no kind Barns with friendly Shade are nigh ; 
Our weary Scythes entangle in the Graſs, 

While Streams of Sweat run trickling down apace. 
Our ſportive Labour we too late lament ; 


And wiſh that Strength again, we vainly ſpent. 


Thus, in the Morn, a Courſer have I ſeen 


With headlong Fury ſcour the level Green; 


Or 


Ei 
Or mount the Hills, if Hills are in his Way, 

As if no Labour could his Fire allay ; 

Till Phzbu;, ſhining with meridian Heat, 

Has bath'd his panting Sides in briny Sweat : 

The lengthen'd Chace ſcarce as to ſuſtain, 

He meaſures back the Hills and Dales with Pain. 


With Heat ard Labour tir'd, our Scythes we quit, 

Scarch out a ſhady Tree, and down we fit: 

F rom Scrip and Bottle hope new Strength to gain; 
But Scrip and Bottle too are try'd in vain. 

Down our parch'd Throats we ſcarce the Bread can get; 
And, quite o' erſpent with Toil, but faintly eat. 

Nor can the Bottle only anſwer all; 

The Bottle and the Beer are both too ſmall. 

Time flows: Again we riſe from off the Graſs; 
Again each Mower takes his proper Place; 

Not eager now, as late, our strength to prove; 

But all contented regular to move. 

We often whet, and often view the Sun ; 

As often wiſh, his tedious Race was run. 

At length he veils his purple Face from Sight, 

And bids the weary Labourer Good-night, 
Homewards we move, but ſpent ſo much with Toil, 
We ſlowly walk, and reſt at every Stile. 
Our good expecting Wives, who think we ftay , 
Got to the Door, ſoon eye us in the Way. 

B 2 Then 
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Then from the Pot the Dumplin's catch'd in haſte, 
And homely by its Side the Bacon plac'd. 
Supper and Sleep by Morn new Strength tupply 
And out we ict again, our Work to try; 
But not ſo early quite, nor quite ſo faſt, 


As, to our Coſt, we did the Morning paſt. 


Soon as the rifing Sun has drank the Dew, 

Another Scene is open to our View : 

Our Maſter comes, and at his Heels a Throng 

Of prattling Females, arm'd with Rake and Prong ; 
Prepaz'd, whilſt he is here, to make nis Hay; 

Or, if he turns his Back, prepar'd to play; 

But here, or gone, ſure of this Comfort ſtil!; 

Here's Company, fo they may chat their Fill. 

Ah! were their Hands ſo active as their Tongues, 


How nimbiy then would move the Rakes and Prongs! 


The Graſs again is ſpread upon the Ground, 
Till not a vacant Place is to be found. 
And while the parching Sun-beams on it ſhine, 
The Hay-makers have . allow'd to dine. 
That ſoon diſpatch'd, they ſtill fit on the Ground; 
And the brisk Chat, renew'd, afreſh goes round. 
All talk at once; but ſeeming all to fear, 


That what they ſpeak, the reſt will hardly hear; 
_ Till by degrees ſo high their Notes they ſtrain, 


A Stander by can nought diſtinguiſh plain, 


(13 


So loud's their Speech, and ſo confus'd their Nolte, 


n 1 . 
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Scarce puzzled Echo can return the Voice. 
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Yet, ſpite of this, they bravely all go on; 


Each ſcorns to be, or ſeem to be, outdone. 
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Mean while the changing Sky begins to lour, 

And hollow Winds proclaim a ſudden Shower: 

The Tattling Crowd can ſcarce their Garments gain, 
Before deſcends the thick impetuous Rain; = 


Their noiſy Prattle all at once is done, 


And to the Hedge they ſoon for Shelter run, 


Thus have I ſeen, on a bright Summer's Day, 
On ſome green Brake, a Flock of Sparrows play: 
From Twig ta Twig, from Buſh. to Buſh they fly ; 
And With continu'd Chirping fill the Sky, 

But, on a ſudden, if a Storm appears, 
Their chirping Noiſe no longer dins your Ears: 
They fly for ſhelter to the thickeſt Buſh ; 


There ſilent fit, and All at once is huſh. 


But better Fate ſucceeds this rainy Day, 
And little Labour ſerves to make the Hay. 
Fait as *tis cut, ſo kindly ſhines the Sun, 


Turn'd once or twice, the pleaſing Work is done. 


Next Day the Cocks appear in equal Rows, 
Which the glad Maſter in ſafe Ricks beſtows. 


The ſpacious Fields we now no longer range ; 


And yet, hard Fate! fill Work for Work we change. 


Back 


(14) 
Back to the Barns we haſtily are ſent, 
Where lately ſo much Time we penfive ſpent : 


Not penfive now, we bleſs the friendly Shade ; 
And to avoid the parching Sun are glad. Say 
Yet little Time we in the Shade remain, 

Before our Maſter calls us forth again; 
And ſays, For Harveſt now yourſelves prepare; 
« 'The ripen'd Harveſt now demands your Care. 
& Get all things ready, and be quickly dreſt; 
« Farly next Morn I ſhall diſturb your Reft.” 
Stri& to his Word ! for ſcarce the Dawn appears, 
Before his haſty Summons fills our Ears. 
His haſty Summons we ovey ; and riſe, | 
While yet the Stars are glimm'ring in the Skies. 
With him our Guide we to the Wheat-field go, 
He to appoint, and we the Work to do. 

Ye Reapers, caſt your Eyes around the Field ; 
And view the various Scenes its Beauties yield : 
Then look again with a more tender Eye, 

To think how ſoon it muſt in Ruin lie! 

For, once ſet in, where-e'er our Blows we deal, 
There's no reſiſting of the well-whet Steel: 

But here or there, where- e'er our Courſe we bend, 


Sure Deſolation does our Steps attend. 
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Thus 
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Thus, when Arabia's Sons, in Hopes of Prey, 
To ſome more fertile Country take their Way, 


* 
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How beauteous all things in the Morn appear! 
There rural Cots, and pleaſant Villa's here! 

So many grateful Objects meet the Sight, | 
The raviſh'd Eye could willing gaze *till Night. J 
But long 'ere then, where-e'er their Troops have paſt, 3 
Theſe pleaſing Proſpects lie a gloomy Waſte. 


The Morning paſt, we ſweat beneath the Sun ; 

And but uneafily our Work goes on. 

Before us we perplexing Thiſtles find, 

And Corn blown adverſe with the ruffling Wind, 
Behind our Maſter waits; and if he ſpies | 
One charitable Ear, he grudging cries, 

Ve ſcatter half your Wages o'er the Land.” 
Then ſcrapes the Stubble with his greedy Hand. 


Let thoſe who feaſt at Eaſe on dainty Fare, 
Pity the Reapers, who their Feaſts prepare: 
For Toils ſcarce ever ceaſing preſs us now; 
Reſt never does, but on the Sabbath, ſhow, 
And barely that, our Maſters will allow. 

Think what a painful Life we daily lead ; 
Each Morning early riſe, go late to Bed: 
Nor when aſleep are we ſecure from Pain; 
We then perform our Labours o'er again: 
Our mimic Fancy ever reſtleſs ſeems ; 


And what we act awake, ſhe acts in Dreams. 


Hard 


(16) 


Hard Fate! our Labours ev'n in Sleep don't ceaſe ; 
Scarce Hercules &er felt ſuch Toils as theſe ! 


But ſoon we riſe the bearded Crop again, 
Soon Phebus Rays wel! dry the golden Grain. 
Pleas'd with the Scene, our Maſter glows with Joy ; 
Bids us for Carrying all our Force employ 3 
When ſtraight Confuſion oer the Field appears, 
And ſtunning Clamours fills the Workmen's Ears; 
The Bells and claſhing Whips alternate ſound, 
And rattling Waggons thunder o'er the Ground. 
The Wheat, when carry'd, Peaſe, and other Grain, 
We ſoon ſecure, and leave a fruitleſs Plain ; 


In noiſy Triumph the la% Load moves on, 


And loud Huzza's proclaim the Harveſt done. 


Our Mafter, joyful at the pleaſing Sight, 
Invites us all to ſap with him at Night. 
A Table plentifully ſpread we find, 
And Juggs of humming Ale to chear the Mind; 
Which he, too gen'rous, puſhes on ſo faft, 
We think no Toils to come, nor mind the paſt. 
But the next Morning ſoon reveals the Cheat, 


When the (ame Toils we mult again repeat ; 


To the ſame Barns mult back again return, 


To labour there for Room for next Year's Corn. 


Thus, as the Year's revolving Courſe goes round, 
No Reſpite from our Labour can be found: a 
Like 


(17) 

Like Syſiphus, our Work is never done; 
Continually rolls back the reſtleſs Stone. 
New-growing Labours ſtill ſucceed the paſt ; 


And growing always new, muſt always laſt. 


CUTEST SRI 


The SHUNAMITE. 
To Mrs. Stanley. 


D E I GN, heav'nly Muſes, to aſſiſt my Song: 


To heav'nly Muſes heav'nly Themes belong. 
But chiefly Thou, O God, my Soul inſpire, 
And touch my Lips with thy celeſtial Fire : 
If Thou delight'ſt in low'ry Carmel's Shade, 
Or Fordar's Stream; from thence I crave thy Aid: 
Inſtrut my Tongue, and my low Accents raiſe, 
To ſing thy Wonders, and diſplay thy Praiſe : 
Thy Praiſe let all the Sons of Fudah hear, 
And to my Song the diſtant Tribes repair. 


So pray'd the Shunamite ; Heav'n heard the Dame; 
The diſtant Tribes around her liſt'ning came, 
To hear th' amazing Tale; while thus her Tongue, 


Mov'd by ſome heav'nly Power, began the Song. 


C 
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Attend, ye Seed of Abram, and give Ear, 
Vhilel JE HO A H's glorious AQs declare: 
| How Life from Death, and Joy from Sadneſs ſpring, 
If He aſſiſt the Muſe, the Muſe ſhall ſing. 


My Lord and I, to whom all-bounteous Heav'n 


His Bleſſings with no ſparing Hand had giv'n, 
Like faithful Stewards of our wealthy Store, 
Still lodg'd the Stranger, and reliev'd the Poor. 
And as Eliſba, by divine Command, 

Came preaching Virtue to a ſinful Land; 

He oſten deign'd to lodge within our Gate, 
And oft receiv'd an hoſpitable Treat: 


A decent Chamber for him we rrepar'd ; 


And he, the gen'rous Labour to reward, 


Honours in Camp, or Court, to us propos'd ; 


Which T refus'd, and thus my Mind diſclos'd: 


Heavn's King has plac'd us ina fertile Land, 
Where he ſhow'rs down his Giits with copious Hand: 


Already we enjoy an affluent Store 
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Why ſhou'd we be ſolicitous for more? 


Give Martial Camps, and Kingly Courts to them, 
Who place their only Bliſs in fleeting Fame : 
There let them live in golden Chains of State; 
And be unhappy, only to be great. 


But let us in our native Soil remain, 


- — 


Nor barter Happineſs for ſordid Gain. 
2 3 2 NE nb Here 
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Here may we feed the Indigent in Peace, 

Or cloath the Bare with the ſuperfluous Fleece, 
And give the weary, fainting Filgrim Eale, 
This we prefer to Pomp, and formal Show, 
Which only ſerve to varniſh o'er our Woe ; 
Refulgent Ornaments, which dreſs the Proud, 
Object of Wonder to the gazing Crowd; 

Yet ſeldom give Content, or ſolid Reſt, 

To the vain Man, by whom they are poſleſs'd. 


All Bleſſings, but a Child, had Heay'n ſuvply'd ; 
And only chat th' Almighty had deny'd : 
Which when the holy preſcient Sage had heard, 
He ſaid, and I before him ſtraight appear'd ; 
And, as my Feet approach'd his awful Room, 
L ſaw his Face diviner Looks aſſume : 


Not ſuch a Wildneſs, and fanatic Mien, 


With which, ſome fay, the Delphic Prieſts are ſeen ; 


When they, for Myſteries of Fate, explain 

The odd Chimera's of a frantic Brain; 

But with a grave majeſtic Air he ſtood, 

While more than human in his Aſpect glow'd ; * 
Celeitiai Grace fat on his radiant Look, 

And Pow'r diffuſive ſhone, before he ſpoke. 

Then thus: © Hail, gen'rous Soul! Thy pious Cares 
Are not forgot, nor fruitleſs are thy Prayers : 

*« Propitious Heav'n, thy virtuous Deeds to crown, 


Shall make thy barren Womb conceive a Son.“ 
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So ſpake the Seer; and, to complete my Joy, 
As he had ſpoke, I bore the promis'd Boy. 


Soon to my Friends the welcome News was known, 


Who crowded in apace to ſee my Son, 

Hailing, with kind Salutes, the recent Child ; 
And, with their pious Hymns, my Pain beguil'd. 
When all had ſaid, I mov'd my joyful Tongue; 
And thus to Heav'n addreſs'd my grateful Song : 


% O God, what Eloquence can ſing thy Praiſe ? 
Or who can fathom thy ſtupendous Ways? 


« All Things obey at thy divine Command; 
% Thou mak'ſt a fruitful Field of barren Land: 
© Obdurate Rocks a fertile Glebe ſhall be, 


And bring forth copious Crops, if bid by Thee ; 
% Arabian Deſerts ſhall with Plenty Smile, 


„% And curling Vines adorn the ſterile Soil.“ 


As thus ſhe ſpake, her Audience raiſe their Voice; 
And interrupt her Song, as they rejoice : 
« O God, we gladly hear thy mighty Pow'r, 
« With joyful Heart thy gracious Name adore : 
« All Nature is ſubſervient to thy Word; 


« And ſhifts her wonted Courſe, to pleaſe her Lord. 


« We, for thy Servant's Joy, our Thanks exprels ; 
&« As grews the Child, o may her Bliſs increaſe : 


8 And 


( 21 ) | 
And may the Guardian Angels, who preſide 4 
« Over the Bleſs'd, his future Actions guide ; | 
« Make ſpotleſs Virtue crown his vital Date; 


% And hoary Honour end his Life but late; 


4% Then ſafely bear“ The Dame here wav'd her Hand; 
The People ſtraight obey her mute Command: 
All ſilent ſtand, and all attentive look, 


Waiting her Words, while thus ſhe mournful ſpoke, 


All Pleaſures arc imperfect here below; 

Our ſweeteſt Joys are mix'd with bitter Woe : 5 oh 

The Draught of Bliſs, when in our Goblet cat, 

Is daſh'd with Grief ; or ſpilt, before we taſte. 

'Ere twice four Years were meaſur'd by my Son, 

(So ſoon, alas! the greateſt Bleſſing's gone) 

In Harveſt time he to the Reapers goes, 
To view the bearded Sheaves, erect in Rows, 

Like an embattled Army in the Field ; 

A new delightful Proſpe& to the Chiid! 

But either there the ſcorching Sun difplay'd 
His Heat intenſe, and on his Vitals prey'd ; 
Or elſe ſome ſudden apoplectie Pain, | 


With racking Torture, ſeiz'd his tender Brain; 
His Spirits fail'd, he ſtraight began to faint, 
And to his Father vainly made Complaint : 
The glowing Roſe was quickly ſeen to fade; 

At once his Beauty, and his Life, decay'd. 


nd - Soon, : 


(22) 


Soon, at my Houſe, the diſma] News I heard ; 
Soon, at my Houſe, the dying Child appear'd: 
T*embrace him I, with fond Affection, run; 
And, O! ſaid I, what Pain aflits my Son? 

He try'd to ſpeak ; but, fault'ring, gave a Groan; 
No perfect Word proceeded from his Tongue: 
But on his Lips the broken Accents hung. 

All Means I us'd, that might allay his Pain; 

All Means I us'd, but us'd them all in vain. 

Yet, while he liv'd, my Soul would not deſpair ; 
Nor, till he ceas'd to breathe, I ceas'd my Pray'r : 
Deluding Hope now ſtopt the falling Tears; 

Now his increaſing Pains increas'd my Fears : 

By Hope and Fear alternate was I toſt, 

Till Hope, in a fad Certainty, was loſ : 

Short, and more ſhort, he drew his panting Breath. 
(Too ſure Preſage of his approaching Death!) 
Till ſoon the Blood, congealing ceas d to flow, 
He dropt his Head with a declining Bow: 
Thrice, from my Breaſt, to raiſe himſelf he try d. 


And thrice ſunk down again; then, groaning, dy'd. 


Thus, when with Care we've nurs'd a tender Vine, 
And taught the docile Branches where to twane ; 
An Eaſtern Gale, or ſome pernicious Froſt, 


Nips the young Tree, and all our Labour's loſt, 


With 


With Horror chill'd, a while I ſpeechleſs flood, 
Viewing the Child, and trembling as I view'd : 
My Eyes diſcharg'd their humid Store apace, 
And Tears ſucceeded Tears adown my Face: 
Scarcely my Heart the Load of Grief ſuſtain'd ; 


At length, recov'ring Speech, I thus complain'd : 


O fleeting Joys! inconſtant as the Wind! 
Which only for a Moment pleaſe the Mind ; 
Tnen fly, and leave a Weight of Woes behind ! 
But yet in vain TI thus lament and mourn ; 

The Soul, once fled, ſhall never more return; 
And the fair Body now mult be convey'd 
To Earth's dark Boſom, and eternal Shade 


Yet let me not preſcribe a Bound to Heav'n; 
Twas by a Miracle the Child was giv'n; 

Nor can I think the Wonder is more great, 
Should the departed Soul reſume her Seat. 

What if I to Mount Carmel haſte away, 

To him who did his myſtic Birth diſplay ? 

His pow'rtul Word the Barren fruitful made 5 

His pow'rful Word, perhaps, may raiſe the Dead. 
The famous Jiſpbite rais'd a Widow's Son; 

Eliſba has as wond'rous Actions done. 

When he to Jordan's rapid Torrent came; 

And, with the Mantle, ſmote th' impetuous Sense 3 
Obſequious to the Stroke, the Waves divide; 
And raiſe a liquid Wall on either Side 


At 


( 24 ) 
At Jericho long had the barren Soil 
Deceiv'd the Husbandman, and mock'd his Toil ; 
Yet, at his Word, it grew a fertile Field, 
And pois'nous Springs did wholſome Waters yield. 
Nor can he only ſuch great Bleflings ſend ; 
But Curſes, if invok'd, his Call attend: 
Elſe how at Bethel brought he Vengeance down, 
As a juſt Scourge, on that opprobrious Town? 
Again, when Moab Peace with Jrael broke, 
And vainly ſtrove to quit the ſervile Yoke; 


* Our pow'rful Kings led forth the embattled Hoſt 
Thro' Edom's ſultry Wilds, and Air aduft ; 


Where the confed'rate Troops no Water found, 


Dry were the Springs, and ſterile was the Ground ; 

The Captains wonted Strength and Courage fail'd, 

When Thirſt and Foes at once their Hoſt aſſail'd: 

The Kings to him their joint Petitions made, 

And fainting Soldiers crav'd his timely Aid; 

Nor crav'd in vain: The pow'rful Word he ſpake, 
| And flowing Waters form'd a ſpacious Lake; 


The ſhining Streams advanc'd their humid Train, 
Till Ed:m's Wilds became a liquid Plain: 

Not in more Plenty did the Waters run 

Out of the Rock, when ſtruct by Amram's Son. 

And who can that amazing Deed forget, 


Which he perform'd to pay the Widow's Debt 2- 


hoſe 4 


7 
5 * 


Whoſe Quantity of Oil one Pot contain d; 
Yet num'rous Veſſels fill'd before twas drain'd. 


Sure he, who ſuch ſtupendous Acts has done, 
If GOD propitious prove, can raiſe my Son. 


— 


So ſaying, up I caught the Child with ſpeed ; 
And laid him on the ſacred Prophet's Bed; 
Then call'd my Servant to prepare the Steed. 
Penſive and fad, my mourning Husband ſaid, 
*Tis now in vain to crave Elias Aid; 

No God to-day the Prophet does infpire ; 


Nor can he anſwer what thou wouldſt enquire. 


Rather than fink, ſaid I, attempt to raiſe 
My Hopes, nor talk of Ceremonial Days; 


His God is preſent ſtill, and hears him when he prays. 


Thus ſaid, urging my Steed with eager Haſte, 
Swift as a Mountain Roe, the Plains I paſs'd 3 
O'er Hills and Dales my Journey I purſu'd ; 

Nor ſlack'd my Pace *till Carmel's Mount I view'd ; 
On whoſe delightful Brow, in cool Retreat, 
Among the curling Vines the Pro phet fat ; 

Whoſe twining Arms a verdant Arbour made, 
The verdant Arbour form'd a grateful Shade ; 


Phe fanning Zephyrs gently play'd around, 


And ſhook the trembling Leaves, and ſwept the Groys 


= Down humbly at his Feet I proſtrate fell, 


Y 
dmiſs; and, weeping, told the mournful Tale. l 
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Strive to compoſe thy anxious Soul, ſaid he; 


* 


Tears can't revoke Jexovan's fix d Decree : 
We live and die, and both, as He thinks fit, 
Who may command, but Mortals muſt ſubmit, 
This Fate the King, as well as Peaſant, finds; 
Nor is it evil, but to evil Minds 
Yet if from Heav'n I can my Suit obtain, 


Thy lifeleſs Son ſhall yet revive again. 


Thus faid, with Looks divine, his Staff he views, 
As if ſome pow'rful Charm he would infuſe : 
Then calls his Servant haſtily, and ſaid, 
On the Child's Face let this be quickly laid. 


O Thou, faid I, on whom my Hopes depend, 


Do not this Work: to Servants Care commend: 
If Thou thyſelf with me refuſe to go, 

Here, to the hiPning Vines, I'll vent my Woe ; 

Still proſtrate lie, lamenting for my don, 

Till ev'ry Hill prove vocal to my Moan. 

More had I ſaid, but Grief the Words ſuppreſt; 
Vet Sighs and ſilent Tears explain'd the reſt. | 


At length he from his verdant Seat aroſe, 

And haſtily adown the Mountain goes: 

To Shunem we, with Speed, our Way purſue 3 

The City ſoon appears within our View ; 

And the obedient Servant, at the Gate, | 
Returning ſad, without Succeſs we met: 

The beauteous Child by Neath ſtill vanquiſh'd lay; 


Still Death inlulted o'er the beauteous Prey; 
EN y nl 


„ 
Till to the Houſe the ſacred Seer was come, 
And, with ſupernal Pow'r approach'd the Room. 


By the dead Child a while he penſive ſtood ; 
Then from the Chamber put the mourning Crowd : 
That done, to GOD he made his ardent Pray'r, 
And breath'd upon the Child with vital Air : 

And now the Soul reſumes her priſtine Seat; 


And now the Heart again begins to beat 
Life's purple Current o'er the Body ſpreads, 
While Death, repuls'd, ingloriouſly recedes. 


Thus, when a prowling Wolf has ſtol'n a Lamb, 
He ſternly guards it from the bleating Dam; 
But if the Keeper comes, he quits his Prey, 


And low'ring, with Reluctance, makes away. 


And now the Prophet to my longing Arms, 
Reſign'd the Child, with more than wonted Charms; 
The bluſhing Roſe ſhone freſher in his Face, 

And Beauty imil'd with a ſuperior Grace. 

So, when Heav'n's Lamp, that rules the genial Day, 
Behind the ſable Moon purſues his Way ; 

Afirighted Mortals, when th' Eclipſe is o'er, 


Believe him more illuſtrious than before. 


Here ends the Dame; and the promiſcuous Throng, 


With Hallelujahs thus conclude the Song : 
* Holy and good art Thou, Lord God of Hoſt, 
% And all thy Works are wonderful and juſt ; 


«© Both 
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512 5 Both Life and Death are in thy 06247 200 N on -" 
| * Both Life and Death obey thy great Command: . 


60 By thy great Pow r the Heay' ns and Earth are aw'd 5 
& Then let the Heavens and Earth adore their GOD. i 


«© Thou glorious Sun, that meaſur'ſt all our Days, | 


A 
* 


Riſing and ſetting, Rill adyance his Praiſe : 
Thou Moon, and ye leſs glitt'ring Orbs, that dance 


; „ Round this terreſtrial Globe, his Praiſe advance: - 
| « Ye Seas, forever waving to and fro, 8 


« Praiſe, when ye ebb ; and praiſe him, when ye flow 2 Y 


a 
* 


"a Je wand'ring Rivers, and each purling Stream, 1 


« As ye purſue your Courſe, his Praiſe proclaim : 
& Ye Dews, and Miſts, and humid Vapours, all, 


«« Praiſe, when ye riſe ; and praiſe him, when ye fall 
*: But chi. fly Ifrael, who doſt daily view 
His pow'rful Works, his Sally Praiſe renew.“ 
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